the   slaughter,   but  always,   sadly  insistent,  the  rolling
drum-beat.
Under a tranquil sky Ney rode into Marchienne. He
learnt that the Emperor had passed through Charleroi,
safe for the moment, but that no rally could be^attempted.
By then it -was near dawn, the street lamps -were expiring,
and he rested there for the night, intending to reach
Beaumont on the morrow. Half-way, however, he was
directed, by the presence of Allied cavalry, on to Avesnes.
All was confusion, and securing a post-chaise he drove
to Paris, where he arrived on the morning of Wednesday,
June z i st.